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	1. Episode 1

_Hello there. What you are about to read is a script for a voice over project for Christopher Odd's first playthrough of XCOM 2 (don't forget to check out his YouTube channel). Unfortunately we've never made it to realize the project (due to lack of time and to be honest, it grew a bit over our heads), but I want to share the first one and a half episodes with you nonetheless. I have used some diary entries that were posted in the comment section below the videos, you can recognize them by {YouTube nickname}. Credit for those goes to the particular person mentioned. Wherever I used some direct quotes from the game by Firaxis/2K I marked them with {quote}._

_In the second episode I have included an entry of the character Jahana Locksley. Her creator, JuliaMaluca, has written an awesome diary (from which I took the entry, thanks Julia for the permission), it's available for you to read here on fanfictiondotnet. Just search for "Diary of Jahana Locksley, sharpshooter".  
><em>

_Hope you like it. Enjoy! ;)_

* * *

><p><strong>XCOM 2 Project - Episode 01<strong>

[Commander]

Glaring sunbeams blind me, while I'm staring at the gigantic dome of the Montréal Biosphère. Everything is covered by a thin layer of luminous white snow, I can see my breath in the cold winter air, and my fingers are almost frozen stiff. Curiously enough, a pleasant warmth derives from the dark voice that is talking behind me.

[Commander's father]

"You see the triangles beneath its skin? Now imagine the whole world being like this, consisting of such triangles. If you draw a line from here to ... let's say ... Toronto, a very straight line, and then a line from Toronto to Detroit. Standing in Toronto, measuring the angle between both lines, you would see a difference there. A tiny one, but a difference nonetheless. The earth is nothing else than a geodesic dome, my boy, exactly like the one you're looking at."

[Commander]

I feel my father's hands on my shoulders, big hands, warm, like always. They keep me grounded, as if they want to prepare me for what is coming.

[Commander's father]

"Those who play with the devil's toys will be brought by degrees to wield his sword."

[Commander]

I spend a while on thinking about how the famous quote by Buckminster Fuller matches the scene, but it seems like I cannot come to any conclusion.

Suddenly, the sunlight begins to flicker, a flare stings into my eyes, and the next second, I see the Biosphère in flames. Its acrylic skin is ablaze and melts down to the core, leaving the bare steel structure underneath to stand alone, naked, exposed.

Now I remember. I remember the world being ... on fire.

[Tygan] _{quote}_

"Pupillary response normal. Vitals stabilizing. Procedure complete."

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"Told 'em it would take more than that to keep you down. Welcome back ... Commander."

* * *

><p>[Music intro]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

There's too much light. Everything is shining so bright, I can hardly force my eyes to open. But then, the face in front of me ... I know that face. I just can't recall any name ...

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"Glad to see you're finally coming out of it. Don't envy the headache you must have though. Still, can't fault Dr. Tygan. Especially as no one's even attempted something like this before."

[Commander]

It's on the tip of my tongue. The name ... I try to straighten up, but a strong hand that I assume belongs to the familiar face holds me down.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"Easy – we're still not entirely sure what they did to you, that chip was buried halfway into your skull. ... Lost a lot of good soldiers looking for you over the years. Almost gave up hope you were still out there. Acted on the intel as soon as I got word. Not sure what you remember, but a lot's changed. Did the best I could, but the last 20 years have been tough without you."

[Commander]

"Bradford. Your name is ... Bradford. Right?"

I notice a tiny smile occurring on the scarred face, letting me know that my memory isn't fooling me.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"It's damn good to have you back, Commander."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

As I step into Mission Control, a red alarm light indicates me as an Unauthorized Presence. Bradford gives the order to change the command, while he's approaching me. Is that a subtle limping? I still can't believe twenty years have passed, Bradford looks so worn out, I can't imagine how hard the times must have been for him and the others. Speaking of ...

Dr. Raymond Shen. Shen ... may his soul rest in peace. It's going to be weird, addressing his daughter the same way ... but as it seems, there's no time for sentimentalism. They haven't brought me back because they need a good friend. They need a commander. And it is my duty to finish the job I started twenty years ago.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"A local resistance cell just located this 'hybrid magnetic power converter' that Shen's been pushing us to find. They tracked the device to a nearby ADVENT convoy and are attempting to take it down. If we can bring this 'converter' back in one piece, we might actually get this place up and running. And give the aliens a real war for a change. A squad is prepped and ready to launch on your order, Commander. Just give the word."

[Commander]

I see my own reflection on the screen in front of me and think that Bradford was right. A lot has changed. Except me.

"Just like the good old days then ... let's get this thing going."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

It's easier than I thought. Commanding a squad again, sending people out to risk their lives for the greater good ... I remember my first mission back in the day, it didn't feel much different, but I was acting more carefully. And although we called it a war, we were very confident to win the race. Now that the aliens have turned this world into a ridiculous dog and pony show, with all the ADVENT troops in their shiny armor, we don't have anything to lose. It's all or nothing, now or never. I can see it in the soldiers' faces, there's more resolution, more anger, more will power than ever. Everyone who comes here and puts his life at stake has lost everything. XCOM is their last resort.

Obtaining the converter wasn't much of a problem: Sneaking in and out, with lesser sneaking, but equally efficient. Shen was so excited when they wheeled that thing in, for a second I thought she would fling her arms around my neck. By no means does she look like her father, but right at that moment, her eyes gleamed exactly like the old man's had, whenever he'd been given something of great value for his work. An-Yi - or Lily, how she allowed me to call her 'if absolutely necessary' - is as dedicated to engineering as her father was. We would be dreadfully doomed without her.

Now that the Avenger is powered up, it's definitely time for a strike-back. Bradford suggested sabotaging an ADVENT monument in Tijuana, and I agreed on his plan. All we need is a capable squad, so I drop over at the armory to take a look at some of the new rookies that just got in. I've always had a good sense of knowing which people go together well, so my soldiers of choice soon are set: Jahana Locksley from the Netherlands, a countryman of mine called Morberis Skinner, John Aeneas from Portugal and a German guy named Mayu Polo. The latter reminds me of another old friend with German origin ... but I don't dare thinking about what happened to her. Bradford remained silent, when I touched the subject, and to be honest, there are way more important things to take care of right now.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"The aliens need to know that we're serious, that we're ready to infiltrate the city centers and strike at their heart."

[Commander]

We trace the Skyranger over the virtual map projected onto a big screen on the Bridge, watch it as it lands in the predefined spot, and Bradford gives green light to start 'Operation Gatecrasher'.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"Menace 1-5, we have a fix on the target. Move to place the X4 charges at the designated position."

[Commander]

Seems like my senses weren't fooling me. The squad acts awesome down there, communication works fine, I urge them to use the height advantage of the nearby building as much as they can. Skinner, Aeneas, and Polo are taking position on the rooftop, while Locksley checks out the ground floor. We detect ADVENT troopers down the road, along with a creature that bears striking resemblance to a sectoid.

"John, I want Dr. Tygan on the other screen."

[Bradford]

"Video signal coming in."

[Commander]

"I see a sectoid, Tygan. But something's different, right?"

[Tygan] _{quote}_

"Yes, Commander. The genetic structure now includes human DNA, they are stronger than ever, with even greater psionic potential."

[Commander]

Simple sectoids have always been the enemies I paid least attention to, because they used to pose the smallest threat. Another change I will have to deal with. Plus it seems like the aliens have become more intelligent over the years: When Aeneas lights up the truck with a grenade, the awkward looking creature pulls back instead of attacking aggressively. We will have to keep an eye on their new tactical patterns. Like my father used to say ... observation is half the battle.

Three corpses later, Skinner is close enough to reach the monument. Can it really be that easy? I think ADVENT was a bit overconfident. They weren't anticipating a strike like this. But I'm sure the enemy will shift up a gear, as soon as it knows we're back for real. I pull the microphone of my headset closer to my lips.

"Blow it up."

Skinner mounts the X4 at the base of the statue. The explosion won't hit any crucial military target, but it will definitely be a message. Don't fuck with humankind.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"Menace 1-5, rendezvous at the extraction point."

[Commander]

Before I leave the Bridge to pay Dr. Tygan a visit in his labs, Bradford gives me a smile.

"What?"

[Bradford]

"I think a professional tone on the next mission would be more appropriate, Commander. You can still call me John when we're sitting at the bar, having a drink together. But last names make it easier to be honest with each other, and I really prefer being yelled at for things I screw up. Enhances the learning effect."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[James Clawk] <em>{YouTube nickname: James Clawk}<em>

"James Clawk Log: 28/02/35.

"I sent my application to XCOM last night. I wonder if they got it. I saw them in the news today. Seems they blew up a monument to the Elders. Seeing them in battle like that ... makes me wonder if I'm really ready for this. I never saw myself as a soldier when I was a child. I wish it hadn't come to this."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

The first thing I notice, as I step into the labs, is the X-shaped scar on the back of Tygan's head. I think that mine must look even more gross, since it's not fully healed yet. Tygan is staring at the power generator and turns around as I approach him.

[Tygan] _{quote}_

"Impressive, isn't it ... capable of generating immense power, yet completely harmless to human life. If only the same could be said for the rest of the aliens' technology, Commander. I'm not sure what Central may have told you, but we found something while removing you from the alien stasis suit."

[Commander]

He shows me a chip that the aliens had implanted in my occipital lobe. It's bigger than I thought, and my fingers automatically feel for the fresh scar on my head, immediately flinching back from the uneven bulge.

I know that Tygan has worked for ADVENT once. When the removal surgery he did on me was something that no one had ever attempted, his scar can only mean that he also got a chip and it's still stuck in his head. Not sure about how reliable that makes him. But Bradford trusts him, and I am totally aware of that we barely have a choice here. His knowledge of the aliens' technology is of immeasurable value to us.

After Tygan and I agreed on prioritizing research to improve our weapons, I join Bradford on the Bridge again. He explains to me the situation XCOM is currently in and points out that we have to make contact with the resistance cells spread all over the world. While he's showing me a map with different locations, Shen appears at the edge of my field of view.

[Shen]

"Commander? May I have a word? I promise to make it quick."

[Commander]

"Sure. Go ahead."

[Shen]

"I was thinking about building a Guerilla Tactics School for the recruits, basically meaning a place where they could work out. In such confined spaces the risk of suffering cabin fever is very high ... so I thought it may be a good idea to give them some room, you know, as a preventive measure. Plus I talked to some of them, and a few are very willing to pass on their experiences, so that the rookies could learn from them."

[Commander]

"You've definitely done your homework, Shen. Permission granted."

She simply nods and disappears as fast as she came. I turn over to Bradford again, who is indicating even more spots on the map.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"It's on us to take it all back. The ship is yours."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Ruben Alexandre] <em>{YouTube nickname: Food Boom}<em>

"Ruben Alexandre, 28 February 2035.

"How time just seems to never wait for any of us to catch up. Been 20 years since I lost my whole life, my friends, my family, everyone I have ever loved to these stupid fucking aliens. Now they rule us, how the world is a funny place. Nothing of me even seems to be left ...

"All that brings me peace anymore is a photo I have of me and my parents together at my 16th and my dad's old bandana he left me before he gave his life for me. All I do is travel now, killing every alien I see long the way, hoping, praying to find a way to bring this world back to the way it used to be.

"It seems different these days, though. I meet new people every day, making a stand against these damn aliens, though I wonder if it at all matters in the end. Now I am starting to hear rumors of an organized fight against them? I laughed about it at first, then I saw it.

"Security Ward, Tijuana, they came in, killed every last one of those damn ugly ass aliens and blew up that statue, and I was just there to pick up some supplies. I don't know what any of this means, but I do know one thing: If we can start hitting these aliens hard, maybe there is hope for my dream. For peace ..."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Bradford]<p>

"Good morning, Commander. Sorry for the short night, but we have detected a new target on the west coast. I think we should take every opportunity for another strike, those chances won't come easy."

[Commander]

"Nice work, Bradford. Could someone get me a coffee, please? I'm not even _half_ awake."

[Female employee]

"Of course, Commander."

[Bradford]

"And a pain killer or two. This headache is atrocious."

[Commander]

"Told you to stick with that Whiskey. Switching to this horrid ale was"

[Bradford]

"I know, I know. My fault. Haven't drunk anything in ages, but special occasions demand special treatment."

[Commander]

"I still can't believe that Grelite made it through to us ... fortune favors the reckless, I assume. – Alright, let's see who we send out there. Polo, Skinner, Aeneas ... what about Locksley?"

[Bradford]

"Unavailable."

[Commander]

"Reason?"

[Bradford]

"Several."

[Commander]

I'm not very interested in details, so I skim through the list of rookies that are currently on standby. Grelite is out of the question, I wouldn't want him to risk his life in the condition I suspect he's in right now. Samantha Reed - another Canadian - seems to be a good idea, so I assign her to the squad without further ado.

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

The slum district in Los Angeles has a very promising nickname: 'Butchers Town'. Hopefully the privilege of doing it credit lies on our side instead of ADVENT's. As soon as the terrain enfolds on the screen, I get the uncomfortable feeling that I can't be too sure about this. The location of the computer with direct access to the ADVENT network and the extraction point are very far, plus we won't have much time until ADVENT will appear on the scene, trying to break the connection. We must hack the computer and secure data at all costs, if operation 'Gasping Fear' is supposed to be a success.

[Commander]

"Do you see anything?"

[Skinner]

"Negative. No hostile contact yet."

[Polo]

"There's a highway up front. I bet we'd have a better view from top of it."

[Commander]

"Good. Skinner, take a peek."

[Skinner]

"Roger that."

[Narrator]

Morberis Skinner, who's simply called 'The Dog' by his comrades, climbs up the pipe to reach the top of the freeway.

[Skinner]

"Surveillance tower ahead. Do you want me to send out the Gremlin?"

[Commander]

"Definitely. There's no harm in looking, right?"

[Aeneas]

"Wives usually disagree wholeheartedly on that."

[Polo]

"The reason neither of us are married."

[Skinner]

"Chances to hack are low, Commander. The code is too complex, I don't see why we should take the risk."

[Commander]

"Alright. There's a lot of ground to cover, so everyone better move."

[Narrator]

Reed, Aeneas - or 'The Pious' like Grelite baptized him -, and Polo follow Skinner up the highway, as a strange sound comes from a near distance.

[Skinner]

"What's making that noise?"

[Reed]

"Something we're definitely not going to like."

[Aeneas]

"You bet your ass that it's not gonna like us either."

[Skinner]

"Got eyes on hostiles, Commander."

[Narrator]

While the ADVENT officer and one of his troopers are patrolling along the street, everyone carefully slips down, utilizing a small building for cover. As soon as they are in position, the Commander gives order to open fire, and Mayu 'Kannibale' Polo is lucky to achieve an instant kill on the officer. The trooper pulls back a little, but 'Singer' - like Reed is usually called – dares a dauntless jump onto the roof and blows him away with a salvo of bullets.

[Reed]

"Target neutralized."

[Commander]

"Perfect. That was beautiful and brave, Reed."

[Polo]

"Looks like we're getting even more company."

[Narrator]

This time, two ADVENT troopers and a sectoid show up, but neither of them lives long enough to seriously harm the squad. Aeneas panics though as the sectoid muddles up his mind, but only for a very short period of time: Reed's grenade hits with full blast and Skinner takes care of the rest. Eventually, Skinner is able to send out the Gremlin, hacking into the workstation just in time.

[Bradford] _{quote}_

"We've confirmed successful acquisition of the ADVENT files."

[Commander]

"Good work, Menace 1-5. Eliminate any remaining hostiles in the area."

[Intersection]

[Commander]

I like operations that go as smoothly as the last one. What I don't like is the all too familiar shadow on the screen in front of me.

[Spokesman]

"Hello, Commander."

[Commander]

I don't trust him one bit. Not after the Council let us down twenty years ago ... he's admitting it himself, every member defected to the enemy. Why should he be different? Who tells me that he's not spying on us? That he's not leading us into a false direction? On the other hand ... he's actually not saying anything at all. And he doesn't demand information about our actions from us, so I will take the hints I can get, but I will definitely be careful around him.

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Allen Barker] <em>{YouTube nickname: Allen Barker}<em>

"Journal entry, Allen Barker, March 12, 2035.

"We are finally in action. There has been a lot of talk since that Commander was brought in. Heard we lost a couple of people in getting him back. I didn't know either of them personally, but as far as numbers go, anyone lost is a hard undertaking.

"'This guy supposedly helped the old man out', I was told by one of our recruits that came in. 'Old man told us, while the Commander was recovering from the surgery, that he's the reason we held the aliens back in the beginning, and if the old man is willing to trust him, we all should!' Personally I'm game. Anything that helps us stick it to these alien bastards is good in my book.

"As of earlier today the hum seemed true. The Commander along with a small group managed to get some information a cell had set out for us. The Doc was also able to get some info off that chip they took out of the Commander's head. So, as of right now, things are working in our favor. Moral is high and we are moving towards our next objective!

"I'm going to try and keep track of things as they progress. If anything goes wrong, people deserve to know what we are doing here.

"PFC Allen Barker"

* * *

><p>[Beginning of music outro, stops short after two or three seconds]<p>

* * *

><p>[Allen Barker] <em>{YouTube nickname: Allen Barker}<em>

"Note: This new engineer is a handful. He's looking at all of our programs and yelling about them ... talking about how 'Angry' he is ... odd."

* * *

><p>[Music outro]<p> 


	2. Episode 2 (not finished)

**XCOM 2 Project - Episode 02 (not finished)  
><strong>

[Bradford]

(wakes up from a nightmare, heavily breathing)

"Oh shit! Shit! Fuck ... oh my God."

(takes a couple of deep breaths)

"Okay, John, calm down. It was a nightmare. Nothing but a fucking dream. Holy mother ..."

(breathes again, laughs nervously)

"It's alright, Chris is back, and ... he's doing well. He's gonna get us through all of this. We're gonna show those _fucking_ aliens the door!"

(takes another deep breath)

"Phew ... my God. Pull yourself together, man. Just ... just forget about this shit."

(pauses)

"No other man would have survived twenty years in an alien stasis suit and come back looking as well preserved as he ... he's our only hope."

* * *

><p>[Music intro]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

John seems distracted today. When I asked him about it, he mentioned some nightmares he has to deal with once in a while. I doubt this being the only reason, but I don't want to dig any further. I've got other problems right now. The familiar shadow on the screen in front of me has a task for us, and I'm not sure who's the one going to benefit from it in the end.

[Spokesman]

"ADVENT is currently detaining a scientist in their Patrol Zone in Los Angeles. Dr. Kent Toft Nielsen is one of the most competent people in his field, and I am sure that he will be more than glad to help supporting the Resistance. It is very important for us to gather as many allies as we can, so I recommend your people get him out of there as fast as possible. I count on you, Commander."

[Commander]

I'm definitely used to one-way communication of the Spokesman, but at this point of time it really doesn't add to building up a trustworthy relationship at all. I don't know anything about this man, he never told me his name, and I've never seen his face. He could be anyone. - Or worse: anything.

"What do you think, Bradford?"

[Bradford]

"I think that it can't hurt, having another scientist on board."

[Commander]

"Alright then. Get the Skyranger ready. I want Polo, Skinner, Reed, and the new one, Nora Wild. Let's see what talents she's got."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Narrator]<p>

Operation Ice Knife starts out great, Nora Wild proves to be a jewel not only in appearance, she definitely knows how to handle a gun. Even Reed's skills impress to a certain extent and make the Commander admit that 'she's grown on him'. And although 'The Dog' Skinner gets severely injured by a trooper, the squad confidently approaches its target.

But when the Commander sends our four soldiers down into the building where Dr. Kent Toft Nielsen is held captive by the ADVENT coalition, things seem to get slightly out of control ...

[Commander]

"Check out the chest right next to you, Reed."

[Reed]

"Roger that. – There's nothing in there, Commander."

[Commander]

"Nothing?! - We've been baited ..."

[Bradford]

"I wouldn't jump to any conclusions yet, Commander."

[Commander]

"We have been baited! That's exactly what happened."

[Polo]

"ADVENT troops sighted!"

[Bradford]

"Okay, maybe we've _been_ baited."

[Commander]

"Let me think."

[Wild]

"I don't wanna sound rude, Commander, but it would be nice if you thought quickly. It's getting hot in here."

[Narrator]

Our squad and the ADVENT troops are standing face to face, separated only by fragile boxes and barrels, waiting for the right moment to make the next move. Suddenly, grenades fly through the air, explode with an ear-battering noise, and blow two of the enemies to smithereens. The last man standing gets taken down by Reed, while Skinner is hacking the door to the cell where Dr. Nielsen has been locked up.

[Bradford]

"The window for extraction is closing, Commander! ADVENT forces are on the rise, and we can't risk losing Big Sky! Either we move now or we leave everyone behind!"

[Commander]

"I know, Bradford, I'm really working hard here! – Menace 1-5, what's the situation outside the building?"

[Skinner]

"No hostiles in sight."

[Commander]

"Then run."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Allen Barker] <em>{YouTube nickname: Allen Barker}<em>

"Journal entry, Allen Barker, March 18, 2035.

"Had a squad go out on a recovery mission today. They brought back a squint to help the Doctor out. Poor _Dog_ took a beating though. Met up with him in the med bay after they had gotten back. Says he's going to work tirelessly until he can get back in the field. After leaving him to his much needed rest, I came across a few guys walking down the hall just outside the med bay and they addressed me as 'Chef'. They said Dog told them about my work as a civilian chef. Great, now chow time is going to be twice as critical as it's already been!

"Gotta move now. Kannibale's waiting for me in the GTS to work out a bit.

"PFC Allen Barker"

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Commander]<p>

Tygan has found out that there's a psionic network connecting every single ADVENT soldier to a higher source. It's a chip inside their heads ... just like the one they dug out of mine. Removing me from this network has apparently caused some damage, they used me against my own people ... and the implant continues to have an effect, if it's not removed.

Tygan and I had a chat after his little demonstration of the implant's power. He told me about the surgery he did on himself, cutting out his own chip ... I did him wrong, he really is on our side. Otherwise he would have never provided us with such information. Now that we know what we know, the only thing we have to do is hacking a live ADVENT officer to follow up the track.

But I agree with John ... I'm guessing that won't be easy.

[Bradford]

(through the speakers)

"Commander, to the Bridge. Commander, to the Bridge."

[Commander]

I promptly follow John's request, which didn't sound too alarming to be honest, but he would have never called me, if it wasn't urgent. So I hurry from my quarters through the corridors to the Bridge, only to find him desperately shouting into his mic.

[Bradford]

"Denmmother! Can you hear me?! Denmother! They are right on top of you!"

[Commander]

At first, the only thing I can see on the big screen is static, but then the signal returns, and I become witness of the brutality with which ADVENT forces attack one of our Resistance Havens. Oddly enough, it's not the destruction itself that scares the hell out of me ... it's John's reaction to it. He really seems panicking for a moment, and I'm not sure if I've ever experienced him being like that.

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Allen Barker] <em>{YouTube nickname: Allen Barker}<em>

"Journal entry, Allen Barker, March 20, 2035.

"Was working on chow and a report came over the comms that we were in contact with a rebel base. Was looking forward to contacting their supply correspondent and checking into some MRE's for our guys, when the signal faded into an ADVENT broadcast. The bastards attacked the settlement! The old man and Commander instantly raised the alarm and prepped a squad to land and assist. It's times like this, I wish I could get into the fight. But I'll do my part and keep things running on my end. Guys aren't going to feed themselves and I'll keep myself ready in case my name comes up in draft and I get my chance to put a bullet between an ADVENT'S eyes!

"PFC Allen Barker"

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Narrator]<p>

Jahana Locksley, Audio Diary, Part 1.

[Locksley] _{YouTube nickname: Julia Maluca}_

(derisive)

"A burning ghetto, that's our next mission. What do they expect us to do there? Piss the flames out and slit the throats of those too wounded to live? Though we might get lucky and a few ADVENTS will still be around. We'll see.

(pause)

(thoughtful)

Got asked how I call my gun.

(short laugh)

Well, first of all, I don't call that a gun. It's a boomstick with some fancy paintjob. I really hope the resistance gets some better weapons soon, because otherwise this new war will be over quickly.

(pause)

(thoughtful)

Well, how would I call a gun? Hm.

(pause)

Sasori."

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Bradford]<p>

It happened so fast, I can't even remember how exactly things went down. One second, there was this global ADVENT broadcast, and I called for Chris to come and watch. The next, the whole camp was reduced to dust, and Denmother ... she was literally torn apart. - I have seen many bad things in my life. But this was definitely one of the worst.

[Commander]

"John? Are you even listening?"

[Bradford]

"What? Sorry, you might have to repeat that."

[Commander]

"The Skyranger has reached its destination. We're ready to start Operation War Hound. – I need you here."

[Bradford]

"Yeah, I'm sorry. Let's go. We need to save as many as we can."

[Commander]

"Are you really sure you feel up to this, John?"

[Bradford]

"Bradford. It's Bradford now. And yes, I do, so stop wasting time, those people need us!"

* * *

><p>[Intersection]<p>

* * *

><p>[Aeneas]<p>

When Big Sky drops us at the outpost, a wave of tremendous heat greets us. The air is thick with smoke, and we hear people screaming either out of pain or fear. The smell of burnt flesh creeps into my nose, I know it all too well ... it will stick to my clothes for at least a few days. What has been one of our Resistance Havens a couple hours ago is now pure chaos, and the red glowing sparks floating through the air make the whole scene feel kind of surreal.

Before Polo has even a slightest chance of getting to the two civilians beside the communications jammer, the sound of bullets and more screams pierce through to us. We all know what that means. Every life lost is one too many.

[Commander]

"Menace 1-5, we gotta get the attention off of the civilians and onto us. Aeneas, I want you to cover the right."

[Aeneas]

"Heading there now."

We manage to take down one ADVENT trooper, but it's just a drop in the ocean. People keep dying around us, we're still too far away to see the enemy, but we hear them ravaging everything that stands in their way.

Finally, I spot a building in front of us with at least three frightened civilians searching for cover. The Commander sends me down to have a look, inside a sectoid and two ADVENT soldiers are lurking.

[Commander]

"How about we flashbang troops in the back, Aeneas?"

[Aeneas]

"10-4."

The almost blinding flashlight hits them unexpected. And as soon as they are disoriented, my squad mates start taking shots. Meanwhile, I have to witness how the sectoid uses its psionic power to reanimate a dead body right next to me, and with reanimating I don't mean bringing it back to life. It is moving, yes – but it doesn't have any consciousness. Its eyes are like two black holes directly staring at me. A civilian around the other corner gets lucky, a trooper's shot misses him by only a couple of centimeters, seems like my flash grenade saved his life.

We are able to eliminate the few hostiles, just before we discover another group on top of the building. Locksley does a great job, so do Polo and Reed. I like the fact that the Commander stays calm and keeps things in perspective, rumours say that Central freaked out a bit when he saw the attack on Humanity Ridge. Not something we could use right now.

[Bradford]

"Commander, our drone has spotted two hostiles which supposedly are those shape-shifters we have heard of."

[Commander]

"Menace 1-5, do you copy?"

[Aeneas]

Of course we copy. The mushy substance those faceless creatures consist of makes distinctive swashing noises, while they are moving towards us. From my position on top of the building I'm the first one to see them. Obviously I am the first one _they_ see, too, because both come running straight at me. For a second it absolutely fascinates me how agile they are despite their huge body masses. Then they close in on me, what thankfully breaks my paralysis, and I slip right through their middle to take cover.

Polo saves my ass by shooting a frag grenade which makes half of the roof come down, one is dead, but it needs another shot of mine until Reed can finally take the second one down.


End file.
